SONG                               93

That curious form, made of an earth refin'd,

At whose blest birth the gentle planets shin'd

With fair aspects, and sent a glorious flame                35

To animate so beautiful a frame,

That darling of the gods and men doth wear

A cloud on 's brow, and in his eye a tear.

And all the rest, save when his dread command

Doth bid them move, like lifeless statues stand.           40

So full a grief, so generally worn,

Shows a good king is sick, and good men mourn.

SONG

TO   A  LADY  NOT  YET   ENJOY'D   BY  HER  HUSBAND

COME, Celia, fix thine eyes on mine,

And through those crystals our souls flitting

Shall a pure wreath of eye-beams twine,
Our loving hearts together knitting.

Let eaglets the bright sun survey,                             5

Though the blind mole discern not day.

When clear Aurora leaves her mate,

The light of her grey eyes despising,
Yet all the world doth celebrate

With sacrifice her fair uprising.                            10

Let eaglets the bright sun survey,
Though the blind mole discern not day.

A dragon kept the golden fruit,

Yet he those dainties never tasted;
As others pin'd in the pursuit,                                15

So he himself with plenty wasted.
Let eaglets the bright sun survey,
Though the blind mole discern not day.

SONG

THE  WILLING  PRISONER  TO  HIS  MISTRESS

LET fools great Cupid's yoke disdain,
Loving their own wild freedom better; ^

Whilst, proud of my triumphant chain,
I sit, and court my beauteous fetter.